
English 11 Honors Poetry Unit 
 
A Dream Lies Dead by Dorothy Parker 
A dream lies dead here. May you softly go  
Before this place, and turn away your eyes,  
Nor seek to know the look of that which dies  
Importuning Life for life. Walk not in woe,  
But, for a little, let your step be slow.  
And, of your mercy, be not sweetly wise  
With words of hope and Spring and tenderer skies.  
A dream lies dead; and this all mourners know:  
 
Whenever one drifted petal leaves the tree-  
Though white of bloom as it had been before  
And proudly waitful of fecundity-  
One little loveliness can be no more;  
And so must Beauty bow her imperfect head  
Because a dream has joined the wistful dead!  
 
For A Favorite Granddaughter by Dorothy Parker 
Never love a simple lad, 
Guard against a wise, 
Shun a timid youth and sad, 
Hide from haunted eyes. 
 
Never hold your heart in pain 
For an evil-doer; 
Never flip it down the lane 
To a gifted wooer. 
 
Never love a loving son, 
Nor a sheep astray; 
Gather up your skirts and run 
From a tender way. 
 
Never give away a tear, 
Never toss a pine; 
Should you heed my words, my dear, 
You're no blood of mine!  
 
The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 



Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I- 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference.  
 
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening by Robert Frost 
Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village, though; 
He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 
My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 
 
He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound's the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 
The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep.  
 
Fire and Ice by Robert Frost 
Some say the world will end in fire, 
Some say in ice. 
From what I've tasted of desire 
I hold with those who favour fire. 
But if it had to perish twice, 
I think I know enough of hate 
To say that for destruction ice 
Is also great 
And would suffice 
 



'Out, Out--' by Robert Frost 
The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard 
And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood, 
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it. 
And from there those that lifted eyes could count 
Five mountain ranges one behind the other 
Under the sunset far into Vermont. 
And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled, 
As it ran light, or had to bear a load. 
And nothing happened: day was all but done. 
Call it a day, I wish they might have said 
To please the boy by giving him the half hour 
That a boy counts so much when saved from work. 
His sister stood beside them in her apron 
To tell them 'Supper'. At the word, the saw, 
As if to prove saws knew what supper meant, 
Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap-- 
He must have given the hand. However it was, 
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand! 
The boy's first outcry was a rueful laugh. 
As he swung toward them holding up the hand 
Half in appeal, but half as if to keep 
The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all-- 
Since he was old enough to know, big boy 
Doing a man's work, though a child at heart-- 
He saw all spoiled. 'Don't let him cut my hand off 
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sister!' 
So. But the hand was gone already. 
The doctor put him in the dark of ether. 
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath. 
And then -- the watcher at his pulse took fright. 
No one believed. They listened at his heart. 
Little -- less -- nothing! -- and that ended it. 
No more to build on there. And they, since they 
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.  
 
Acquainted With the Night by Robert Frost 
I have been one acquainted with the night. 
I have walked out in rain --and back in rain. 
I have outwalked the furthest city light. 
 
I have looked down the saddest city lane. 
I have passed by the watchman on his beat 
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain. 
 
I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet 



When far away an interrupted cry 
Came over houses from another street, 
 
But not to call me back or say good-bye; 
And further still at an unearthly height 
One luminary clock against the sky 
 
Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right. 
I have been one acquainted with the night.  
 
Because I could not stop for Death by Emily Dickinson 
Because I could not stop for Death 
He kindly stopped for me 
The Carriage held but just Ourselves 
And Immortality. 
 
We slowly drove, he knew no haste 
And I had put away 
My labor and my leisure too, 
For his civility. 
 
We passed the School, where Children strove 
At recess in the ring 
We passed the fields of gazing grain 
We passed the setting sun. 
 
Or rather, he passed us 
The dews drew quivering and chill 
For only Gossamer, my gown 
My tippet only tulle. 
 
We paused before a house that seemed 
A swelling of the GROUND 
The roof was scarcely visible 
The cornice in the ground. 
 
Since then 'tis centuries and yet 
Feels shorter than the DAY 
I first surmised the horses' heads 
Were toward eternity.  
 
Hope" is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson 
"Hope" is the thing with feathers -- 
That perches in the soul -- 
And sings the tune without the words -- 
And never stops -- at all -- 



 
And sweetest -- in the Gale -- is heard -- 
And sore must be the storm -- 
That could abash the little Bird 
That kept so many warm -- 
 
I've heard it in the chillest land -- 
And on the strangest Sea -- 
Yet, never, in Extremity, 
It asked a crumb -- of Me.  
 
The Soul selects her own Society by Emily Dickinson 
The Soul selects her own Society -- 
Then -- shuts the Door -- 
To her divine Majority -- 
Present no more -- 
 
Unmoved -- she notes the Chariots -- pausing -- 
At her low Gate -- 
Unmoved -- an Emperor be kneeling 
Upon her Mat -- 
 
I've known her -- from an ample nation -- 
Choose One -- 
Then -- close the Valves of her attention -- 
Like Stone --  
 
Much Madness is divinest Sense by Emily Dickinson 
Much MADNESS is divinest sense (Author) 
To a discerning eye 
Much sense the starkest madness. 
'T' is the MAJORITY  
In this, as all, prevail 
Assent and you are sane 
Demur, you're straightway dangerous 
And handled with a Chain.  
 
i carry your heart with me by E. E. Cummings 
i carry your heart with me(i carry it in 
my heart)i am never without it(anywhere 
i go you go,my dear; and whatever is done 
by only me is your doing,my darling) 
i fear 
no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want 
no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true) 
and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant 



and whatever a sun will always sing is you 
 
here is the deepest secret nobody knows 
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows 
higher than the soul can hope or mind can hide) 
and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart 
 
i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart)  
 
anyone lived in a pretty how town by E. E. Cummings 
anyone lived in a pretty how town 
(with up so floating many bells down) 
spring summer autumn winter 
he sang his didn't he danced his did 
 
Women and men(both little and small) 
cared for anyone not at all 
they sowed their isn't they reaped their same 
sun moon stars rain 
 
children guessed(but only a few 
and down they forgot as up they grew 
autumn winter spring summer) 
that noone loved him more by more 
 
when by now and tree by leaf 
she laughed his joy she cried his grief 
bird by snow and stir by still 
anyone's any was all to her 
 
someones married their everyones 
laughed their cryings and did their dance 
(sleep wake hope and then)they 
said their nevers they slept their dream 
 
stars rain sun moon 
(and only the snow can begin to explain 
how children are apt to forget to remember 
with up so floating many bells down) 
 
one day anyone died i guess 
(and noone stooped to kiss his face) 
busy folk buried them side by side 
little by little and was by was 
 



all by all and deep by deep 
and more by more they dream their sleep 
noone and anyone earth by april 
wish by spirit and if by yes. 
 
Women and men(both dong and ding) 
summer autumn winter spring 
reaped their sowing and went their came 
sun moon stars rain  
 
Metaphors 

I'm a riddle in nine syllables,  
An elephant, a ponderous house,  
A melon strolling on two tendrils.  
O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers!  
This loaf's big with its yeasty rising.  
Money's new-minted in this fat purse.  
I'm a means, a stage, a cow in calf.  
I've eaten a bag of green apples,  
Boarded the train there's no getting off.  

Sylvia Plath : 
 

Daddy   

by Sylvia Plath  

 

You do not do, you do not do 
Any more, black shoe 
In which I have lived like a foot 
For thirty years, poor and white, 
Barely daring to breathe or Achoo. 
 
Daddy, I have had to kill you. 
You died before I had time-- 
Marble-heavy, a bag full of God, 
Ghastly statue with one gray toe 
Big as a Frisco seal 
 
And a head in the freakish Atlantic 
Where it pours bean green over blue 
In the waters off beautiful Nauset. 
I used to pray to recover you. 
Ach, du. 

 



 
In the German tongue, in the Polish town 
Scraped flat by the roller 
Of wars, wars, wars. 
But the name of the town is common. 
My Polack friend 
 
Says there are a dozen or two. 
So I never could tell where you 
Put your foot, your root, 
I never could talk to you. 
The tongue stuck in my jaw. 
 
It stuck in a barb wire snare. 
Ich, ich, ich, ich, 
I could hardly speak. 
I thought every German was you. 
And the language obscene 
 
An engine, an engine 
Chuffing me off like a Jew. 
A Jew to Dachau, Auschwitz, Belsen. 
I began to talk like a Jew. 
I think I may well be a Jew. 
 
The snows of the Tyrol, the clear beer of Vienna 
Are not very pure or true. 
With my gipsy ancestress and my weird luck 
And my Taroc pack and my Taroc pack 
I may be a bit of a Jew. 
 
I have always been scared of you, 
With your Luftwaffe, your gobbledygoo. 
And your neat mustache 
And your Aryan eye, bright blue. 
Panzer-man, panzer-man, O You--  
 
Not God but a swastika 
So black no sky could squeak through. 
Every woman adores a Fascist, 
The boot in the face, the brute 
Brute heart of a brute like you. 
 
You stand at the blackboard, daddy, 
In the picture I have of you, 
A cleft in your chin instead of your foot 



But no less a devil for that, no not  
Any less the black man who 
 
Bit my pretty red heart in two. 
I was ten when they buried you. 
At twenty I tried to die 
And get back, back, back to you. 
I thought even the bones would do. 
 
But they pulled me out of the sack, 
And they stuck me together with glue. 
And then I knew what to do. 
I made a model of you, 
A man in black with a Meinkampf look 
 
And a love of the rack and the screw. 
And I said I do, I do. 
So daddy, I'm finally through. 
The black telephone's off at the root, 
The voices just can't worm through. 
 
If I've killed one man, I've killed two-- 
The vampire who said he was you 
And drank my blood for a year, 
Seven years, if you want to know. 
Daddy, you can lie back now. 
 
There's a stake in your fat black heart 
And the villagers never liked you. 
They are dancing and stamping on you. 
They always knew it was you. 
Daddy, daddy, you bastard, I'm through. 

12 October 1962 
 

Very Like a Whale by Ogden Nash 
One thing that literature would be greatly the better for 
Would be a more restricted employment by the authors of simile and 
metaphor. 
Authors of all races, be they Greeks, Romans, Teutons or Celts, 
Can't seem just to say that anything is the thing it is but have to 
go out of their way to say that it is like something else. 
What does it mean when we are told 
That that Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold? 



In the first place, George Gordon Byron had enough experience 
To know that it probably wasn't just one Assyrian, it was a lot of 
Assyrians. 
However, as too many arguments are apt to induce apoplexy and 
thus hinder longevity. 
We'll let it pass as one Assyrian for the sake of brevity. 
Now then, this particular Assyrian, the one whose cohorts were 
gleaming in purple and gold, 
Just what does the poet mean when he says he came down like a 
wold on the fold? 
In heaven and earth more than is dreamed of in our philosophy 
there are great many things. 
But I don't imagine that among them there is a wolf with purple 
and gold cohorts or purple and gold anythings. 
No, no, Lord Byron, before I'll believe that this Assyrian was 
actually like a wolf I must have some kind of proof; 
Did he run on all fours and did he have a hairy tail and a big red 
mouth and big white teeth and did he say Woof Woof? 
Frankly I think it is very unlikely, and all you were entitled to say, 
at the very most, 
Was that the Assyrian cohorts came down like a lot of Assyrian 
cohorts about to destroy the Hebrew host. 
But that wasn't fancy enough for Lord Byron, oh dear me no, he 
had to invent a lot of figures of speech and then interpolate them, 
With the result that whenever you mention Old Testament soldiers 
to people they say Oh yes, they're the ones that a lot of 
wolves dressed up in gold and purple ate them. 
That's the kind of thing that's being done all the time by poets, 
from Homer to Tennyson; 
They're always comparing ladies to lilies and veal to venison, 
And they always say things like that the snow is a white blanket 
after a winter storm. 
Oh it is, is it, all right then, you sleep under a six-inch blanket of 
snow and I'll sleep under a half-inch blanket of unpoetical 
blanket material and we'll see which one keeps warm, 
And after that maybe you'll begin to comprehend dimly 
What I mean by too much metaphor and simile.  
Cinderella by Anne Sexton 
You always read about it: 
the plumber with the twelve children 
who wins the Irish Sweepstakes. 
From toilets to riches. 
That story. 
 
Or the nursemaid, 
some luscious sweet from Denmark 



who captures the oldest son's heart. 
from diapers to Dior. 
That story. 
 
Or a milkman who serves the wealthy, 
eggs, cream, butter, yogurt, milk, 
the white truck like an ambulance 
who goes into real estate 
and makes a pile. 
From homogenized to martinis at lunch. 
 
Or the charwoman 
who is on the bus when it cracks up 
and collects enough from the insurance. 
From mops to Bonwit Teller. 
That story. 
 
Once 
the wife of a rich man was on her deathbed 
and she said to her daughter Cinderella: 
Be devout. Be good. Then I will smile 
down from heaven in the seam of a cloud. 
The man took another wife who had 
two daughters, pretty enough 
but with hearts like blackjacks. 
Cinderella was their maid. 
She slept on the sooty hearth each night 
and walked around looking like Al Jolson. 
Her father brought presents home from town, 
jewels and gowns for the other women 
but the twig of a tree for Cinderella. 
She planted that twig on her mother's grave 
and it grew to a tree where a white dove sat. 
Whenever she wished for anything the dove 
would drop it like an egg upon the ground. 
The bird is important, my dears, so heed him. 
 
Next came the ball, as you all know. 
It was a marriage market. 
The prince was looking for a wife. 
All but Cinderella were preparing 
and gussying up for the event. 
Cinderella begged to go too. 
Her stepmother threw a dish of lentils 
into the cinders and said: Pick them 
up in an hour and you shall go. 



The white dove brought all his friends; 
all the warm wings of the fatherland came, 
and picked up the lentils in a jiffy. 
No, Cinderella, said the stepmother, 
you have no clothes and cannot dance. 
That's the way with stepmothers. 
 
Cinderella went to the tree at the grave 
and cried forth like a gospel singer: 
Mama! Mama! My turtledove, 
send me to the prince's ball! 
The bird dropped down a golden dress 
and delicate little slippers. 
Rather a large package for a simple bird. 
So she went. Which is no surprise. 
Her stepmother and sisters didn't 
recognize her without her cinder face 
and the prince took her hand on the spot 
and danced with no other the whole day. 
 
As nightfall came she thought she'd better 
get home. The prince walked her home 
and she disappeared into the pigeon house 
and although the prince took an axe and broke 
it open she was gone. Back to her cinders. 
These events repeated themselves for three days. 
However on the third day the prince 
covered the palace steps with cobbler's wax 
and Cinderella's gold shoe stuck upon it. 
Now he would find whom the shoe fit 
and find his strange dancing girl for keeps. 
He went to their house and the two sisters 
were delighted because they had lovely feet. 
The eldest went into a room to try the slipper on 
but her big toe got in the way so she simply 
sliced it off and put on the slipper. 
The prince rode away with her until the white dove 
told him to look at the blood pouring forth. 
That is the way with amputations. 
They just don't heal up like a wish. 
The other sister cut off her heel 
but the blood told as blood will. 
The prince was getting tired. 
He began to feel like a shoe salesman. 
But he gave it one last try. 
This time Cinderella fit into the shoe 



like a love letter into its envelope. 
 
At the wedding ceremony 
the two sisters came to curry favor 
and the white dove pecked their eyes out. 
Two hollow spots were left 
like soup spoons. 
 
Cinderella and the prince 
lived, they say, happily ever after, 
like two dolls in a museum case 
never bothered by diapers or dust, 
never arguing over the timing of an egg, 
never telling the same story twice, 
never getting a middle-aged spread, 
their darling smiles pasted on for eternity. 
Regular Bobbsey Twins. 
That story.  
Ex-Basketball Player 

BY JOHN UPDIKE 1932–2009 John Updike  

Pearl Avenue runs past the high-school lot,  

Bends with the trolley tracks, and stops, cut off  

Before it has a chance to go two blocks,  

At Colonel McComsky Plaza. Berth’s Garage  

Is on the corner facing west, and there,  

Most days, you'll find Flick Webb, who helps Berth out.  

 

Flick stands tall among the idiot pumps—  

Five on a side, the old bubble-head style,  

Their rubber elbows hanging loose and low.  

One’s nostrils are two S’s, and his eyes  

An E and O. And one is squat, without  

A head at all—more of a football type.  

 

Once Flick played for the high-school team, the Wizards.  

He was good: in fact, the best. In ’46  

He bucketed three hundred ninety points,  

A county record still. The ball loved Flick.  

I saw him rack up thirty-eight or forty  

In one home game. His hands were like wild birds.  



 

He never learned a trade, he just sells gas,  

Checks oil, and changes flats. Once in a while,  

As a gag, he dribbles an inner tube,  

But most of us remember anyway.  

His hands are fine and nervous on the lug wrench.  

It makes no difference to the lug wrench, though.  

 

Off work, he hangs around Mae’s Luncheonette.  

Grease-gray and kind of coiled, he plays pinball,  

Smokes those thin cigars, nurses lemon phosphates.  

Flick seldom says a word to Mae, just nods  

Beyond her face toward bright applauding tiers  

Of Necco Wafers, Nibs, and Juju Beads. 

 

 
 
 


